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E v e r y d a y 
Joanne Nicoll 
Short Story 
" . . . If Dr. Brueber 
war^ted you to take 
this stuff it must be for 
a reasoT}. I don'f want 
y o u feeling un-
comfortable or 
nothing." 
Everyone in Brewster Pike knew what the doctor had told V e r a last 
Monday morning. Something about a blood disease. Nothing could be 
done. T h e news spread fast. T h e 77-year-old great grandmother-of-two 
had, if she was lucky, four months to live. Fo lks around were sorry, no 
question, but it wasn't like she was 2 9 . It was figured that she could easily 
die of natural causes in four months. 
V e r a sat in the front seat of her daughter's parked .'78 Sky lark picking 
the clear polish off her fingernails and watching Wil l Myers through the 
Rexa l l window. Who would've ever dreamed he would turn out looking like 
he did—flaky, bald head; red, pockmarked nose; and size 4 8 britches. She 
chuckled to herself: the best looking and most popular athlete at Brewster 
Pike High. Although he was 10 years younger than she, she remembered 
him well . It seemed like only yesterday that he was strutting down the street, 
with bouncy Lo rna C rump on one arm and a red basketball letter on the 
sleeve of the other. S h e just might've gone out with him if he 'd ever thought 
to ask, even though the town busybodies would've had a heyday. "Wonder 
how long it's been since a girl's even looked his way , " she thought with a 
good amount of pleasure. 
A tall, brittle-haired woman opened the car door and folded herself 
in behind the steering wheel . She smelled of air-conditioning and 
eucalyptus. "Here Mother, you need to take two of these now and another 
one in four hours . " 
"1 tol' you Gracie there ain't no need for me to be takin' any stuff. 
Silly as all get out . " 
T h e druggist pulled down the green transparent shade over the 
storefront window to keep out the glare. It was hot in the north Georgia 
mountains: the slowly-revolving sign over the People's Trust B a n k claimed it 
was 8 8 degrees at 10 :27 . 
"Mother, I know I can't force you to take your medicine, but show a 
little sense. If Dr . Brueber wanted you to take this stuff it must be for a 
reason. I don't want you feeling uncomfortable or nothing." She opened up 
the white drug-store bag and pulled out a brown, plastic bottle with opening 
instructions written all over the cap. "Now look. Mother, you're going to be 
staying at home with us now and I don't want you refusing to take your 
medicine. Y o u may start really hurting and frighten Sybil 's girls. They ' re too 
young to know about this kind of thing." Her brown eyes looked beady 
behind her thick, wire-r immed glasses. She opened the bottle after reading 
the instructions twice and plucked out two red and black capsules. "Here , I 
got you a Mountain Dew to take them w i th . " 
V e r a watched her tall, boney daughter pull out into the Brewster 
Pike traffic, chewing the inside of her cheeks. She always did that whenever 
she was nervous or angry. V e r a thought she looked like a riled-up wasp. 
"1 need to stop by Piggly Wiggly and pick up some apples for a fruit 
salad tonight. C a n you think of anything else we need. Mother?" 
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Vera smiled at her daughter's attempt to include her in on the 
decision making. Gracie had never asked for her opinion or advice on 
anything as long as she could remember. When she decided it was time to 
marry Thomas she showed her mother the exact pattern of the dress she 
would wear and also the material she had already picked out at Shelia's 
Fabric Mart. It was never "Mother, which do you like best" or "Should I 
carry orange blossoms or pink roses?" Even when Sybil was born Gracie 
never needed to ask the typical new-mother questions like, how warm 
should you make the baby's bath water or how do you get them to stop 
crying all night. The possibility that she may need someone's assistance 
never crossed her mind. Four years ago, when Vera tripped and broke her 
hip going out to the mailbox, Gracie didn't ask anyone what would be best 
for her mother. It was obvious, the old woman needed to be put in 
Oakwood Nursing Home. 
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V e r a looked over at her daughter. " I f you can find some of them 
canned blueberries I'll whip us up some hot muffins to go with our supper. 
A n d get some real butter too. I've a hanker in ' lately for some real butter." 
"Now, Mother," Grac ie gave her a stern glance. " I ' m not going to 
have you making muffins. If we have them, I'll get Sybi l to make them. 
You ' re just to take it easy . " 
It was almost noon when they pulled into the driveway of the large, 
white two-story frame house. T h e y parked in the shade of the blooming 
mimosa tree and when she got out V e r a reached up and picked one of the 
silky pink flowers. They always smelled like watermelon to her but she could 
never find anyone else who thought so. T w o blonde, pig-tailed girls rushed 
out from the back yard . "Nama! Nama ! " They grabbed her around the legs. | 
" C o m e see the tree house we built." 
"Bever ly . Be th . Y o u girls go on back and play and leave big 
grandma alone. S h e needs to rest . " 
V e r a hiked up the elastic waistband of her yellow polyester slacks. 
"Grac i e ! " Her large gray eyes looked soft and moist. " I f I can't be treated 
like normal people and be allowed to play with my own granddaughter's 
children then I'd just as soon die right here and now, right here on the 
driveway. A n d then you'd really have a pretty mess . " 
The front screen door s lammed, marking the arrival of another tall, 
brittle-haired woman. She wore a sleeveless cotton shirt exposing white, 
freckled arms to the hot sun. " H i , Grandmother. Y o u look so pretty." She 
placed a cool, tight-lipped kiss on Vera 's soft, wrinkled sk in. "Le t ' s go in and 
get out of this heat. I'll get grandma's suitcase." 
Inside, the house looked like a tomb after the bright sunshine. V e r a 
stretched her eyes open wide and still couldn't see. Be ing that it was 
lunchtime she tried feeling her way to the kitchen like a blind woman , her 
arms stretched out going over the walls and furniture like bug feelers. 
"My G o d , Mother! What on earth are you doing?" Grade ' s voice 
shot through darkness like a siren entering a tunnel. 
"Wel l , G i r l , if I could see I'd probably have some idea. Where the 
hell do you keep the winders in this p lace?" 
" G r a n d m a , it's not really that dark in here . " Sybi l gave her mother a 
suffering look. "It 's just bright outside. A n d we've got to keep the curtains 
pulled for now because Mama just bought a new living room suite and 
doesn't want it to fade. " 
"We l l , hell, who cares if'n it fades or not. No one can see it no how. " 
"Mother, I don't know where you learned to use that kind of 
language but you're going to have to control it. We 've got young ears 
around here. Sybi l , get that light switch and let's start lunch. Mother, you 
rest on the couch . . . wel l , maybe you'd be more comfortable in the 
La -Z -Boy . 1 thought it was best to keep it even if it doesn't go with the new 
stuff." 
Vera looked at the brown plastic chair and clicked her teeth. She 
always had to have such a fight with those reclining chairs before they 
learned who was boss. 
She sat down, grabbed a hold of the slightly-oily arms and pushed 
hard with her fanny, h was tougher than birthing Gracie on that four-poster 
bed in that house over on Horn Street. Poor old K a y K a y . She had grabbed 
the colored maid's arms so tight that she left white stripes on her wrists. She 
was groaning and gritting her teeth when the maid hollered out in a 
desperate high-pitched voice, "Now Missy, you try an ' hoi ' on 'til the doctuh 
git heah. I ain't nevah done this a ' fore." 
Of course Gracie came when she was ready—screaming and bossy 
right from the start. Weren't southern mothers and daughters supposed to 
have some sort of special bond? It seemed like she had just read 
somewhere, in some ladies magazine or the Sunday Parade, about how 
mothers in the south seemed to have a unique, understanding relationship 
with their daughters, a mutual respect for each other. She figured it was 
probably because she was born in North Carol ina. Maybe that wasn't 
considered the south. Maybe she wasn't a southern mother after al l . 
She grunted as she clutched the chair arms and pushed. T h e feet 
prop came up but she couldn't get the La -Z -Boy to lay back. " La zy , my 
foot. You 're just plain ol ' ornery. Ornery as a jackass in warm m u d . " 
She heard the violin music come from the T V set, introducing her 
favorite soap opera. S h e stopped struggling momentarily. At least here were 
some folks who seemed to have as much trouble with their kids as she did. 
She didn't know what Ju l i e was going to do about Dav id . He was a real 
trial. But then Gracie seemed to cause her nearly as much grief—coming to 
visit her at the old people's home every Sunday after church, as regular as 
clockwork, bringing either pound cake (how she hated pound cake) or raisin 
oatmeal cookies (nearly as bad) and some sort of toiletry thing: one week it 
was Prell, the next Secret antiperspirant, and the following Polident. What 
she really wanted was a bottle of Dubonet and that He lena Rubenstein eye 
kit with the eye shadow, mascara, liner and eyelash curler all in one box. 
But a great grandmother of two only need to concern herself with keeping 
her false teeth clean and eating her pound cake with a carton of milk. 
Y e p , she thought, even though Jul ie 's son was probably strangling 
every young girl in Sa l em, you won't see him bringing his mom oatmeal 
cookies with each visit. A n d you can be sure that when he does sneak by at 
night (the authorities would catch him in the daytime) he won't be chatting 
about Vancy Jones ' s gallbladder operation or revealing in horror that Kate 
Bennett, the church organist, wore a spaghetti-stringed sundress right in 
front of the congregation and wondering how on God 's green earth could 
she have been wearing a bra. Strapless bra? Why , that's just nearly as sinful. 
Dav id was telling Jul ie that he was innocent, that he wasn't the 
Salem strangler. Ju l i e wept and said she knew it all along. 
. . . she had just read 
somewhere, in some 
ladies magazine or the 
Sunda\i Parade, about 
how mothers in the 
south seemed to have 
a unique, understand-
ing relationship with 
their daughters . . . 
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"There could be worse things," V e r a mumbled to herself. ~ 
She watched Smiley Smith parade his line of " l ike-new, cleaner'n 
ant's ear, barely-used, low-mileage cars " across her T V set. A n d for only 
$1785 she herself could drive away with "this here Buick you see a shinin' 
and a gleamin' like the day it rolled outta' the factory. It's a deal Folks and it 
won't be here long. Come by today and see Smiley for deals that'll leave ya ' 
grinning' " (cut to the gleaming, shining Bu ick—fade ) . 
Old Smiley, or Chester Winfield as V e r a had always known h im, had 
been stealing folks blind for years in Brewster Pike and pretty much 
everyone knew it. It's just that he was one of them, and they'd rather lose 
$125 to Smiley than drive over to Ellijay and slap down their hard-earned 
cash to some outsider who probably got his schooling in At lanta. A n d you 
can't even consider that the south. 
It was late afternoon when Ve ra woke up from her nap feeling 
damp. Beads of perspiration stood out on her upper lip and her neck and 
underarms were wet. She could hear Gracie and Sybil downstairs snapping 
beans for supper with the T V going. 
After "Days of Our L i v e s " had gone off Gracie had shuffled her 
mother off to a nap along with Beth and Bever ly . Ve ra didn't put up much , 
of an argument because she had a lot of things to think about. • 
It must have been the dream that woke her. Fred was wearing his 
Saturday-night blue trousers with his red and blue striped suspenders. His 
white shirt was starched so stiff the collar kept scraping his jawbone. O n 
those nights when he was dressed like that all the women would cluster 
around him and he'd come away smelling like their perfume—like magnolia 
blossoms. He was leaning against one of the white pillars at the dance 
Y e ain't even P 3 ^ ' " ' o n , his hands thrust deep in his pockets stretching his suspenders to 
dead yet Now why Honey Pot , " his voice seemed to be coming from a well. 
ain't y a ' a dancin'?" "Why ain't ya ' a danc in '? " A l l of a sudden she could hear fiddling and banjo 
music coming from the distance. "We l l , hell, Sweetie pie, 1 done been gone 
for nigh on nine years now and I 'm having a swell ol ' time. Y e ' ain't even 
dead yet. Now why ain't y a ' a dancin '? " ^ 
She tried to explain that she had to look after Grac ie , do the house 
cleaning, start the garden, and canning . . . 
It was all real amusing to h im. He threw back his head and laughed 
and laughed - his adam's apple keeping time with the fiddles and banjos. 
His laughter was out of control. She wanted him to stop. 
Suddenly the bedroom was quiet and she could hear Gilligan and 
the Captain downstairs on T V shouting back and forth followed by that 
unnatural canned laughter. Gracie and Sybil were snapping beans. 
Her door creaked open very slowly and she watched as two large 
blue eyes peaked around the corner. "Nama , are you asleep?" 
" C o m e on in , Sugar, I 'm 'wake . " V e r a sat up in bed and the little girl 
crawled in next to her. 
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"Nama, I'm scared. Mama told me you may be going away soon 
where we won't even be able to visit you on Sundays. Are you going where 
daddy went?" 
A warm breeze stirred the yellow curtains, carrying the scent of the 
watermelon mimosa. "No, Sweetheart, you pa's in Dahlonega." Her large 
calloused hands caressed the young girl's silky hair. "You remember, your 
ma tol' you that your daddy loves you and Beth very much but he needed a 
new life." 
"Do you need a new life too, Nama? Are you leaving Brewster Pike 
like Daddy?" 
Vera looked at her five-year-old great granddaughter and tried to 
figure some way to answer without getting those two women downstairs all 
riled up. 
"Well, Honey, to tell you the truth, when a person, like myself for 
instance, who's been living in one bitty town all her life, 77 years mind you, 
doing always what's right so's not to be a stirrin' up any hornets' nests, 
visiting the old folks when you're young so's the young will visit you when 
you're old, goin' to church each'n every Sunday shakin' those dry hands, 
those dusty hands, and smilin' into their blessed faces-why Sugar, when a 
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person gets to be my age-some people'll say I've lived to a ripe, old age 
and should be a thankin' the Lord, and I am mind you, I am. Well you 
know Honey, you know, no one's can live forever-you even learn that in 
Sunday school." 
She took out a yellowing handkerchief that had been stuffed in the 
pocket of her cotton blouse and dabbed the corners of her mouth. "But 
who's to tell," she continued. "Sometimes even old folks are left with a few 
choices. All their life they been travelin' down one little path and then when 
they see it's about to dead end they get scairt-'cause they ain't seen 
nothing. Some might even consider turnin' off and trying them other trails 
that jut off'n the side and goes Lord knows where, but that takes a load of 
nerve." 
The little girl looked thoughtful, sucking on a strand of blonde hair. 
"Are me and Beth not going to see you anymore? You're not going 
to die, are you? Beth says you are, she says you got something wrong with 
you and you're going to die real soon." 
The words landed on Vera like a falling oak limb on a dry blade of 
grass. They settled in her chest making it hard for her to breathe. She knew 
she needed to get outside-it was safe outside; an old woman couldn't die 
outside where the sun was blinding bright, and bluejays were screeching at 
the gray squirrels, stealing into their territory. Her dark, wood-panelled 
room was suffocating. She took a big swallow and a long, deep breath so 
she would stay sitting on the soft mattress that was sucking to her form like 
quicksand—holding her so she couldn't go anyway. 
" I 'm an old woman , Bever ly , and old women just don't last forever. 
But don't you go a worrying none. I 'm not going to up and die tomorrow. 
You better run along back to your own room 'til your mama calls you . We' l l 
both get a whooping if they catch us socializin' during napt ime." 
She winked a thin, wrinkled eyelid at the girl and gave her a playful 
pop on the behind. The little girl wrapped her soft, p lump arms around 
Vera's neck and snuggled into the old woman's neck. " You ' r e different than 
Mama and Grandma , Nama. I love y o u . " 
Vera dropped the bomb at suppertime. She was dishing string beans 
into her plate, making sure not to look at her daughter when she spoke. " I 
want to go into town tomorrow, Gracie , and look at a ca r . " She could hear 
the electric clock over the kitchen sink buzzing away the seconds. 
"What are you talking about. Mother?" She had finished chewing the 
fried steak she had in her mouth, carefully wiped her lips with a paper 
napkin, folded it deliberately and laid it by her plate, and then turned a cold 
stare on V e r a before she asked the question. 
V e r a felt like a caterpillar that was about to be trapped. She could 
see the glass jar coming down over her closer and closer but she didn't think 
she could move fast enouoh. 
"1 dreamt about your daddy this afternoon and I must tell you he was 
mighty disappointed with me. He said I should quit lettin' other folks take 
care of me and get out and see some of the world a 'fore I d ie . " She didn't 
figure it'd hurt to explain the vision as she saw fit. " Y o u know you pa was 
always a man to get the mosi out of l i v in ' . " 
" Y e s , and he never amounted to anything either," Gracie spat out 
the words. 
Sybil dropped her fork and quickly pushed back her chair. She 
nearly ran around the table gathering up Bever ly and Beth . T h e three 
disappeared out the kitchen door then Ve ra heard the T V set come on extra 
loud. 
"Grac ie , I'll not let you talk about your father like that , " her voice, 
low and dignified with hurt, shook slightly. " H e loved us and took care of 
us, and I'll not have you degratin' his name. He was you father and you 
outta be ashamed . " 
S h e stood up and started scraping leftovers into one dish, stacking 
up the emptied plates. 
"Now you just listen, Mother. I'd love to sit here and discuss Daddy 
with you but I'll not do it. Right now, I 'm telling you you're not getting a car. 
You ' re too old, you're sick and anything could happen to you while you're 
" . . . {your daddy) 
was mighty dis-
appointed with me. 
He said I should quit 
lettin' other folks take 
care of me and get out 
and see some of the 
world a 'fore I die." 
Lights and Shadows 37 
E v e r y d a y (continued) 
It sometimes scared 
her to think that when 
she took off her 
clothes at night her 
personality lay in a 
heap on the floor . . . 
behind the wheel . Y o u might black out and kill somebody's child. I 'm sure 
G o d would judge harshly somebody who selfishly thought of her own 
pleasure before considering the safety of others." 
She reached for Vera 's hand, patted it several times and then placed 
it back on the tablecloth. "Now, let's forget this discussion and go outside 
and sit on the front porch awhi le . " She smiled and behind her thick glasses 
her small eyes looked relieved. 
T h e next morning Gracie left the house early. It was her day to help 
with the cooking at the church for the Wednesday night dinner. She came 
up to Vera 's room before she left, her hair pulled back into a starched bun. 
She gave instructions for her mother to relax and enjoy herself. A n d if she 
needed anything she could always reach her at the church basement or if it 
was real important, like she needed somebody quick (at this point she gave 
V e r a a sad, knowing look), she could always call Mrs. Tiddle next door. 
V e r a listened silently, her eyes peering out from the fat, soft feather pillows. 
Sybi l was the next to leave. She stood at the bedroom doorway and 
explained that she had to go in half a day to S a m Preachers, the C P A over 
in the professional complex, and do a little filing and typing. She was going 
to drop Beth off at Sylvester Elementary School and Bever ly was going to 
playschool for the morning. Sybil knew that the last thing her grandmother 
needed was a rambunctious 5-year-old running around, tiring her out. 
When the house was quiet. V e r a threw the sheets off her and lay 
listening to the morning sounds out her window. Dogs were barking at the 
garbage truck the next block over and the squealing brakes of a school bus 
signalled each stop to pick up a child. 
She was tense and excited as she got off the bed, slipping her feet 
into her pink terry cloth mules. She creamed her face and set her dentures 
in a glass of blue water to c lean. S h e took out her v inyl Samsonite suitcase 
from beneath the bed and set it on the dresser top. She had decided last 
night not to unpack. She put on clean underwear and stood in front of the 
oval mirror trying to decide what to wear. Something special. But most of 
the clothes were special, even though they were old and shapeless. T h e y 
were as much a part of her as her false teeth and auburn hair tint, probably 
more so. That faded, paisley-print shirtdress, for instance, seemed to have 
more of her spirit in it than she herself had standing there in her bra, 
underpants, and pantyhose. It sometimes scared her to think that when she 
took off her clothes at night her personality lay in a heap on the floor, that 
she wasn't anybody until the next morning when she slipped back into one 
of those shapeless, well-worn garments. 
She decided on the brown paisley dress and then, because the day 
was special, she put on her light blue, polyester blazer over it. She hadn't 
tried that before but it looked pretty good. She almost could pass for a 
saleslady at one of those tiny boutiques in Ellijay. 
She looked at the clock. She had to hurry. S h e tissued off her face 
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and put her teeth in. On Sybil's dressing table she found what she 
needed-mascara, rouge and lipstick. She spread the bright purple lip color 
heavily on her mouth, trying to keep it out of her creases, rubbing her thick 
index finger around the edge of her lips. When she put on the thick black 
mascara her bottom and upper lashes kept sticking together but when they 
dried she was able to pry them apart. But it was the rouge that made the 
real difference. It wasn't that greasy stuff in a pot like she used to wear a 
long time ago but a soft powder that you put on with a long-handled brush. 
It made her seem young and breathless. She looked at herself in the 
full-length mirror on the closet door in Sybil's room. She was pleased with 
the way she looked. Fred would be proud of her. She was sure he was 
somewhere back there watching her, making sure she got her last chance. 
She was sitting in the kitchen writing a short note to Gracie when the 
taxi honked outside. She hurriedly scribbled the remainder-''I'll give you a 
call when I get to where I'm going. Don't worry. Kiss the little girls for me. 
Yours, Vera." 
The driver came around the side of the car to help with the suitcase. 
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She was bursting with 
excitement. She had 
never been on her 
own . . . 
"We l l , hello Ve ra . Where can 1 take you today? Looks like you're going on 
a vacat ion." 
She picked a mimosa blossom and pinned it to the lapel of her 
jacket. 
"K inda ' Jeff. But first 1 wants to go to the People's Bank and then 1 
want you to take me to Smi ley ' s . " 
She was quite pleased with the way she'd dickered old Chester down 
on that light blue Be l Air. Although it was a '65 model it sure looked clean 
and even underneath the hood everything looked spotless. H e wanted 
$550 but she wasn't born yesterday. He took $475 after she pretended like 
she was going to leave—twice. E v e n the radio still worked . 
She was bursting with excitement. She had never been on her own 
heading somewhere with a suitcase in the backseat. Matter-of-fact she'd 
never driven a car without someone else being in i t—Fred telling her to look 
out for every car that came within eyeshot of her, and Grac ie catching her 
breath at every intersection and putting on imaginary brakes. 
She had thought about it awhile last night and decided that the best 
thing to do was to head down to Valdosta and see if her cousin J u n e was 
still living. A n d if not, well she was practically on the Florida border. She 'd 
go on down to Orlando and see what all the hoopla was about. Mrs. 
Beecher at the nursing home said she'd never seen the likes of that 
amusement park they had down there. 
She had the first day all planned out (of course she was going to be 
flexible): She 'd stop for lunch in Jasper, eat a sandwich or something but 
not a hamburger. T h e n she'd take her time and look at the sights. S h e 
probably wouldn't make Atlanta before dark so she'd stop and get supper 
and a room around Marietta. Looking at the map, she noted she wouldn't 
have to go through Atlanta unless of course she took a fancy to. 
She saw a little vegetable stand on the road up ahead and decided to 
stop and stretch her legs and buy some peaches. She could eat them on the 
way. It was a good thing she thought to bring some Kleenexes with her. 
A n old man and woman sat in lawn chairs underneath the 
metal-roofed lean-to. They both nodded in greeting as she got out of her 
car. She stepped carefully over the loose gravel which only served to stir up 
the red dust underneath. 
" H o w much your peaches?" Ve ra asked, studying a basket of plump, 
fuzzy fruit. 
" $ 4 . 7 5 for a basket. $3 .25 for a sack. " The old man spat out of the 
side of his mouth, then wiped the brov.'n juice off his gray, stubbled-chin 
with the back of his hand. 
"Wel l how many do 1 get in a sack? " Ve ra was disgusted with the 
man's lack of manners. He hadn't even bothered to get up and at least 
pretend like he was interested in having her business. His wife just sat there 
hump-shouldered, chewing on a snap bean and staring down the road. 
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" 'Bout six in a sack . " He spat again. 
" I think I'll wait. I 'm headin ' down towards Jasper . I'll just get 'em 
later o n . " 
"Su i t yourself ." 
She carefully picked her way back to her blue car. Things were 
different now. She could do anything she wanted and she didn't have to do 
anything she didn't want to do. She could stop and buy peaches if she 
wanted them, but she didn't have to buy peaches from a filthy old man just 
because they try and make you feel obligated. In Brewster Pike she might 
have bought a sack almost like she was paying a toll, just for stopping, but 
not anymore. She was doing things her way now. She didn't owe anyone. 
A brown and silver state patrol car pulled alongside the vegetable 
stand and two beefy officers got out strutting towards the couple. 
"Hey , S a m . Ruth . G o n n a be 'nother hot ' u n . " 
V e r a closed her car door quickly, feeling nervous and uneasy. She 
adjusted the rear-view mirror before starting the engine. She wanted to look 
calm, unconcerned. 
"Howdy , m a ' a m . " She felt the large, uniformed-man's weight rock 
the car as he propped his hands on her window ledge. Her face looked old 
and gray in the reflection of his mirrored sunglasses. 
"Mind if 1 see your driver's l icense?" 
He took the plastic card from her trembling hand. 
" V e r a , did you know your license expired four years ago? Also, you 
got a daughter back at Brewster Pike that's worried sick 'bout you. I 'm sure 
you're anxious to go back and put her mind to ease. W h y don't you let 
Belvin here drive you back home so's you can just sit back and take it easy. 
I'll be followin' right behind y o u . " 
V e r a leaned slumped against the car door and picked the clear polish 
off her nails. She watched the officer lazily eating a plump, fuzzy peach 
while drops of juice bounced on to his stretched, button-tugging tan shirt. 
They seemed to fall in slow motion—one drop. A n d then another. 
One thou-sand . . . two thou-sand . . . 
She could almost hear Fred laughing . • 
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